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One last shot 


Author's Notes: 

The Clash don\'t belong to me (sadly) and everything that happens in this story is out of the darkest corner 
of my mind. Allthought, Topper actually stabed his hand with a scissor due to a drug overdose (or his hand 

gets stabbed) Credits goes also to my Beta reader: thelastgangintown thank you dude! (if you\'re a girl: | call 
everyone that | like dude)It\'s my first story. Have mercy guys.. 


| stood in front of the mirror, looking at the creature I'd become. Pale and skinny. Every single vein was visible 
on my body. But | needed it. My heroin.. It was only meant to be some sort of fun. You know, what you do on 
weekends when you're bored. But soon it held my soul hostage. The addiction kidnapped my soul and mind, 
threatened to harm me if | wouldn't please it. Right now | needed it, too. Hadn't had any for a few days now; it 
was killing me. But | tried to tell "it" it was complicated, because | shared a flat with Paul and he would see. He 
saw me once, doing it. | lied to him, telling him it was the last time; he swallowed the lie like cola or beer. | stil 
feel bad about it, though. So many lies.. | lied to so many people, Joe, Mick, Paul, and Pennie .. even to my 
parents. But my soul was kept hostage with my mind, and right now they were about to be killed. My eyes 
looked so tired with blood shots on them and dark rings. | hadn't slept for a long time. It even kept me awake. | 
didn't want to do it, but | had to. | took my jab and prepared everything. | tied a cable around my hand and saw 


my veins even better. Blue.. With my mouth, | held the other end of the cable. | got more hectic, my whole 
body was begging me to do it. Screaming after the drug. After | finished everything, | injected my shot and felt 
the beloved drug rushing through my blood, pleasing my addiction. But something wasn't right.. my sight 
blurred out and everything inside me screamed. | had a headache, which felt as though something in my head 
were about to explode, and with the little sanity | still had in that moment, | realized. An overdose. | took a 


fucking overdose. | felt panic crawling up on me, trying to swallow me; | screamed. | had no control over myself. 


| ran to the kitchen, grabbing a pair of scissors. | had to do something to get the heroin out of my veins. | 
lifted it and pushed it through my right hand. After | made the first stab and felt the pain rushing through 
my nerves. The blade wouldn't go any deeper, so | tried to dig it into my hand | saw the blood only as weird 
red stuff, making a small puddle on the floor. The scissors were now all the way through my hand, as | saw 
more blood dripping down my arm. | took the scissors out and stabbed them again, this time into my shoulder, 
letting out a bloodcurdling scream. | didn't care if anyone could hear it, it did hurt. It hurt so much. | tried to 
make my right hand into a fist, but it didn't work. There was a voice in my head.. it told me | wouldn't be able 
to play drums again because of that. | was an idiot, a fucking idiot. | looked at my mirror reflection again. In 


front of me, the pale creature, so short, stained with blood. 


| heard the voice again, "What will the others say, Nicky? You should kill yourself. No one will care about it. 
They can replace you." It was right. Everyone would be upset at me. | grabbed my jab, ready to take another 
shot. The last one; really the last one this time. Should | write a letter? No, too cliché. | set everything up, 
releasing the shot and letting it consume the last healthy piece of my soul. My nose began to bleed and | 
started to sob. So much blood on the floor. It drove me crazy. | didn't want to die anymore, but | knew they 


wanted me to. 


A weird darkness hit me as everything blurred out again. The feeling of all this made me throw up, made me 


throw things anger and scream. It burned inside me. | let out a last scream of agony. The last thing | heard 


was someone entering through the door and screaming, "FUCKING HELL" Then | blacked out. 


| woke up. Was | dead? No; death doesn't hurt this much. | lay in a hospital bed. My parents were sitting next 
to my bed, sobbing. | was connected to some life support machine, | guess. | asked how I'd ended up there. Paul 
found me, in my own puke with drug paraphernalia everywhere and a pool of blood. He called the ambulance. He 
should have let me die. 


| wanted to talk to my parents, but my mouth was to dry to even say a word. Then they entered; Joe, Mick 
and Paul.. They looked at me with disappointment in their eyes. Paul was still shocked. Of course, in the 
condition he found me. But the look in Joe's eyes was the worst.. It burned against my skin. He was disappointed 
to see his drummer lying in the hospital, so weak.. doing all this to himself. Mick didn't even want to look at me. 
He just starred at the wall in disgust. They thought | was a coward or just plain stupid, but they hadn't had 
this monster inside them. The monster that started to eat me, the monster that was holding my soul and 
mind hostage. Even now | needed it. And | wanted it. My parents were sobbing and crying, they'd almost lost 


their son; my bandmates were disappointed in me, and l.. the idiot | was, | was thinking about heroin 


Pick your poison, Nicky.. What made me hate myself most in that moment? 


